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THE LD MILL.
buaeliih, DS ETI0 Bay o dvie S
ym_;g?sp tho brow of the Wil L 1ok,
“Through & 1attide of Boughs and ledves. [
On the old gray mill with its gambrel roof,
And the mosa on its rotting vaves.
I hear tho olatter that jars its walls,
" And the rush:ng.waters sound, . . .
And I see the black floats rise and fall
A8 the whool goes slowly round.

I rode there often when I weas young,
With my grist on the horse before,
And talked with Nolly, the mi:ler's girl,
Ag I waitod my turd at the dosr. .
And while'sho tossed hor ringlebs brown,.
And flirted and ohatted o froe,
.The wheel might stop, or the wheol might go,
It was all the same to mo.
\ RET R 1 M [ e Y L
"Tis bwenty yeara sinco Li'at. I'stood
On the spot where i stand to-dsy,
And Nolly is'wed, and thd milier (s deaq,
And the mill and I are gray.
Dut both, till wo fall into ruin and wreck
To our fortune of toil are bound ;
And 1he mun goes and the stream flows,
And the wheel moves slowly round.

Who Was to Blame.

A hot September morning.,  All day the
carih had luin punting under the ' flerce
rays of the Southern sun, and now that
evening had come she was eagorly drink-
ing up tho heavily folling dew —dew even
more dealy than the. bu,r_lgl_ug hgat. The
broad, plantations1ay bard” and. scorched,
looking more desolate than when war was
devastating the land, for more cruel, more
relentless than fite or sword, was the foe—
yellow-feverl | ]

The doors ‘and windows of the Hall
were’opened wide to adimit the cool night
air. Florence Manse Jeaned her white, sad
face fur out the open window; the heavy
dew fell softly, coolingly, upon her hot
brow. IFrom.the..negro - quarters -were
borne ou the still night nir.cries and groans
that told the old, dreary tale of death and
desolation worse than death. Now and
then she: heard: the; roll. of - cart: wheels

along the dusty road; they were only bear- |

ing away auother vietun of the feverl A

Mrs. Manse gavea moan of pain. A row
of graves under the sycamores told the
story of her woe.  All the loved ones
there—all that loved her—save one, Would
the cruel fever take her little Floy—the
only one on earth to love her,

With a picrcing cry Mrs. Manse sprang
up aud snatehed her  child from: the sofa,
where she lay sweetly sleeping, uncon-
scious of her mother's anguish.  All mght
Floy was clasped 1o her mother's heart;
but at lust, when day began to break, Mrs,
Manse placed her sleeping child 1 her lit-
tle bed, and then sought her own couch to
take the much-needed repose.

Poor Florencel a bitterer grief than sor-
row for the dead filled her lonely, aching
heart. On the plea of urgent business,
George Manse, a few weeks after the death
of hig litle boy, had suddenly departed
for New York, leaving 1us young wife, and
surviving child in Dr. Irving's care. Flor-
ence knew—Dr. Irving knew—not busi-
ness, but his own cowardly fears, his utter
seltishness, drove George from his home in
that hour of danger and death. Young
Dr. Irving was true to us charge. Every
day the longly Hall was mado. Dbrighter for
a little time by lis cheery presence, and
the sad, neglected wife had come to wateh
and long tor these brief visita,

‘Do you expeet Geergo. home soon §”
was  Dr. Irving's oft asked ‘question,
watching her expressive face:the while.

Her reply was always the same, with a
scornful light darting in the dark eyes.

“*He will be home when he can leave his
business," ’

“But one day she flashed out,
ately:

““You lknow, and I know, Dr. Ttving,
that my husband ‘will never return if there
remains thoe least personal danger. George
Manse is too: great a coward to fuoe
death.”

After that, George Manse's. name
seldom passed their dips, Dr. [rving felt
—though it would be the bitterest of losses
to his pitying, loving heart—that it would
be better, far botter, if mother and child
could both Le lnid by the side of the dend
under the sycamores.

When Mrs. Manse awoke, 1t ‘was long
past noon, little Floy was patiently watch-
ing by tho bedside,

“*Mamma, wake up now,"” lisped the
Bwgot veice; ‘‘late IMoy; Iloy’s very tired,”
and the curly head lay pillowed on the
mother's arm,

Aunt Oleo—the only house servant the

fover had passed—served them a tempt-
ing little-Ginner,
. “Itam good as I kin cook, Miss Florie,”
snid the pleased old, negress, when Ilor-
ence praised:herskill, and, ‘for “the firat
time in many weeks, ate heartily of the
daintily prepared food, ‘‘Ie’s mighty glad
you kin eat like dat, honey. Der doctor
gez dar is nuthin’, like eatin' to keep tho
fever uway.”

But Floy would not eat, pushing away
the tempting food with “Flo tan't eat,
mamma."”

Later, when Dr, Irving eame to make
his usual call, Baby Iloy lay on her
mother's breast Jike a . bruised flower, ill
and droopling. :

**You should have come before,” said
tre mother's dark, mournful eyes; but the
white liparemain tightly closed.

His orders were given in quick, eharp,
itones.  The words ‘“You should have sent
ifor me immediately,” and the black vial
she held in hig hand, “went llke a sharp
iknife’s thrust to her'heart, she read in his
:anxlous face only ~too quickly of a new
woo, sadly knéw that the baloful Jlight in
the dearoyeéd and the red glow on the
wounded check meant that Floy wad stilck-
en with the fever. i

Florence sulfered them to take her child
and lay her In the little bed; then, motion~
less and mute, 'she knelt by the bedside,
keeping her vigil during the long hours,
while Dr. Irving and Aunt Cleo nunistered
to little [Mloy.

‘‘Best to leave her alone; we cannot
help her,” as Cleo motioned toward the
kneeling form,

“Mamma!l  Mamma!”  whispered tho
faint, sweet volce, and fhe loving eyes
rested a moment on tho prostrate forin,
‘‘Foy dood; don’t try;" ther: she relapsed
in to the unconsclousness of fever,

Florence lifted her anguished face, shud-
dering violently. !

“Bave my babyl Oh, suve her, doctor!”
she cried, In agon

1133510:1-

we not belter telegraph to George as soon
a8 possible?.  Floy is very 111" ;
';;{"I&_{:,l‘l be nothing to him; do not trou-
blehim," 4170 T

16 Bleterness ¢f her replty proved how

surely alienated was her heart from hum,
who by his selfishness had forfeited all
right'to respect and love. ! 17T

“Very well.  Perhaps it isbetter to wait
for Floy to improve," kindly intetpreting
the reply in a gentler form. iSoth Knew
full well what the reply meant—Georgo
must take his own ,time to return, un.
losh— I ; -

/ ¢Dr, Irving, Fldy must not die!” ‘read:
ing in Dhis sorrowing cyes what his lips re-
frained from speaking, .

He passed bis hand lightly over her dark
hair, : Lo

“'Come, Florerice,” raising the slender
form tcnde\rlg, ‘‘go and rest awlile—for
Bloy’s sake,’" ab she fédbly résisted.

Aunt Cleo led her from thé rgoin) he
watching her pityingly, his great; ; Joying
heart shining forth in his moisteried “eyes.
When the door closed, he turned again to
the fever-stricken child.

Terrible indeed was the clutch of the
fever’s burning fingers, so strong the grasp
on the baby life that the physician felt his
skill was powerless to save her; death
would soon free the little sufYerer,

Aunt Cleo stole quietly into the room.

‘‘Is she any better#"’ she ‘whispered,
leaning over the little one. !

Bhe stroked the clustering curls caress-
Ingly, starting back with g ery of dismay
and terror as ehe marked the fearf ulravages
of the tever.

‘] cannot save ler,
Irving's eycs grew dim,

“No, no; she can’t be saved. 1 knowed
it; but oh, my babyl My pdor Miss Flbtie,
You can't save her, for the Lord hab
marked de bést and’ loveliest in  de land.
Do mudders dre weépm’ for dey chil’ren,
but dey can't go nohow; only dem we want
ter stay. Ob, my poor Miss IMlorie!”

Theold woman swayed lo abd o,
wringipg her hands in deep distress.

They did not hear the door open, did
not see the white face. Iivery word of
Aunt Cleo’s bitter ery Florence Manse had
overheard, §. 5 ;
“All alone, alone!” the white lips whis-
pered, Then, “‘all gone. The last one on
earth who loves mel Ob, doctor, i shall
beall alone! " flinging out her white hands
with a despairing gesture. .

He caught them to his breast with *‘No,
poor dove, never alone!” Then he drew
baclk. BShe was George Manse's wifel Dr.,
Irving's face became strangely white and
hagpard,  Florence was his friend's
wifel

In the clear, truc eyes shone a look of
entire renunciation. Gently he released
her hands, and witha broken “God help
you, Florence,” without one backward
glance, he turned and left the room.

That mght Floy died. Dr. Irving stood
by Florence's side nt the dying bed, sup-
ported the frail formas they knelt by the
grave; then brought her back to the deso-
late Hall—und, though the noble heart
ached fer its darling, he, knowing that it
was best, said, calmly:

“‘Good-bye, Florence.”

Kgbert Irving never came to the [all,
Often, in the dreary days that followed,
Iorenco mot Dr, leving in. fever stricken
homes, at dying bedsides. Kind and grave
had he ever been to her, kind and grave
would he remain; only he and she would
over know of his love and her sorrow.

Late in the fall George came home. His
heart smote him when he saw the pale,
thin face of hip wife, the lines of suffering
undér the sad eyes,

“We wilt go away, IJoy. Indeed, you
must have a change,” said George, . one
day, watching the hands toying listlesely
with a piece of fancy work.

Bhe smiled faintly, It . scamed strange
that of late he should Dbegin to manifest
consideration for her whom he had neg-
lected,’ Thelever of a great sorrow or
trouble 18 often requisite lo move such
men from their lethnrgic selfishness,

“Yes, we will go—some time—when I
can be apared.”

Thus it happened that Florence wernt
about making farewell visits, One bright
aatumn day she mglé her last visit. Poor
Floy! = The faint siiles were chased from
the pale lips forever, and that  day the
braised heart broke, :

The cruel fever snatcbed one more vie-
tim, breathed on him with its deadly
breath, and then exultingly hurried on its
desolating way. Inthat hour, when death
called Dr. Irving, he asked for Florence,
and she came. i

It was better thus, Neither murmured;
they rather rejoiced that the end had come
80 8OON.

“Be brave and true, Florence; true to
your husband,” he whispered with dying
breath. 1

She kjgfc_d his lips, his brow, his hands;
bot herBrief Was too deep for words, too
bitter for tears, Mutely, tearlessly she
folded his hands, and with a last lingering
look on the dear fdce, wont to kneel alane
and battle with her great sorrow,

George found her kneeling by the win-
dow, When it was all over he led her
away; even then she could not  weep, did
not look back upon the face grown so
strangely dark and disfigured,  In her own
‘romim, the dull apathy gave wa’s.

“)'am ready to go away. ' Oh, George,
take me awayl" she bitterly cried.

Then-there came to George Manse the

Cleo.” And Dr,

the dead—ay, beltér, thanshe loved the
living—nher hnsband. But in his heart
there was no anger towards the dead, and
with his knowledgo came an awakening
love for his heaxt-broken wife. .

The following day—n golden day; when
carth and sky wero bright* with the glory
that autumn brings—they:laid Dr. Irving
in his grave, Florenge logked paler and
more fragile than the lilies "she ‘carried to
place upon the grave. George felt that
she was only lingering a littlo while, for
the shadow!of 'tlﬁu}h,mm already In the
dark eyes, on the white check,

That was the end.  Qeorge watched the
white face nprrowly as they tufied from
the new made grave; the colorlegs lips ut-
tered no cry, her eyes shone tearless and
bright; for the sake of the noble 'dend she
would strive to be brave, and true to him
who only ghould elaim her life-long allegi-
ance.

“Dr, Trving Wasa noble man; he has
been very kind to me and mine, Florence,”
suald Georgo gravely, as they slowly walked
up the shaded lawn, ! /

“'It is bettor that he could die before he
had known terrible suffering; yet his place
will never be fllled,”

1 am dojng aliv'l can, Ilorence, Had

keenly she felt his cruel desertion, how,|

bitter knowledge that Florence had loved:

e
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‘touched him, \

“‘Perhaps Klorence, his place can be
Aliled,” thinking, sadly enough now, of the
double meaving in those words, she
thought of the now-made grave.

'Gcorga took his wife away from the

sceno of her loss; but only for a scasen. In
the spring he returned—came to make
another grave unter the sycamores—to
dig a grave in his own heart.

‘I'he story of his wedded life wus read to
him in simple languaga. There had been
given into his care atender Hower-—a flower
in the suinmer of its life; but love and care
hud he denied it. The sunshine of love
and sythpathy ‘was given by another, kin-
der thun he, with tender hands hifting the
dreoping flower till the haund was chilled
y-the Trost of death—u cruel frost, chilling
lothg heart that other heart! Then he
‘prized his floway, tog lute; care could not
avail; such love could not save,

The sycamores pighed on. A marble
'shuft under their shude said that Morence
Mavse was dead, |

Musie in the Backwoods.

I bad been sent to B , & Wisconsin
scttlement, on business, and my stay was
prolonged to such an extent that I foresaw
that 1 should not be able to get away be-
fore ‘Thanksgiving. Brown had bought a
melodeon, It was the first one in the
_phicej tho firdt one, in fact, thut - many of
the residents had ever seen, and 1t was the
cause of much neighborhood gossip. Some
thought the Browns were p\m.ing on quite
‘too'much style. *Gettin’ airy,”” my land-
ludy expressed it. “I guess ef he'd pay
his houest debis hie wouldn’t have much
money left to buy melodeons with.”  *His
Saral’ll’ hammer out music ' rght and left,
wou't she?” chuckled Mrs. W——who
called in to discuss the matter with Mrs.
B——. “Shedon't know one tune from
another, 1 should jedge, from the way she
sings in meetin’,  But [ s'pose they think
& girl with red hair an' freckles, to say
‘Liothin’ o' squintiy, has got to hev  some-
thin’ to attrack the young men."

‘You seeef they don't git up a party,”
sald Mre, B , nodding ner head wiscly
ut Mys, W “They allug do, when
they git something new. They did last
year when they got their parlor cheers, au’
the sofy you know. 'They will now, see
ef they don't!”

Mis, B proved to be a wise prophet.
Two! days ‘before Thanksgiving, Mr.
‘Brown “dropped in,” and before he went
uway he informed us that the **old woman
was goin’ Lo have some doin’s Thursday
evenin', she wanted us to come 'round.”

“1 want you to come, too, young man,”
said Mr. Brown tome. *“I'he old woman
and Sary's makin’ great caleilution on hav-
m’ you there, 'cause they've heard say you
could ratle gome purty good music out o’
sich o thing as that we've got up there, and
they want you to show off, you sce. We
can’t, you know, though Sary, she's picked
out *‘Come thou fount,’ an’ one or two
othier hymns, but they ain't very lively,
an’ wouldn't be anyways likely to enter-
tam cowp'ny a whole evenin’.”  And Mr.
Brown chuckled, as helit his pipe, and
took his departure,

“I knew 'twould be so0,” remarked Mrs,
W , when he wai gone.  *“That’s allus
their way o' showin' off new things., 1
should know when they giva party, that
they’d ¢ot somethin' new, ef I hadu’t heerd
o’ their buyin’ anything.”

‘Thuisday.cvening cume, and we repair-
cd to Mr. Brown’s. I heard the meélodeon
before we got to the door, andas we passed
a window, 1 looked in and saw Dea D——,
who led the singing at  meelins',” seated
before the instrument in & much-doubled-
up posilion, **picking out” a tune with the
first fingor of his right hand, while the rest
of Jus fingers were clenched in his palm as
il he wanted to keep them entirely out of
the way. Omne or two old ladies sat near,
listening, and I heard one of them say, as
we vent in, that she thought **Brother
D 'd learn to play in no tiwme, ef he had
an instrument.” T'o wiich Brother D
responded, as he straightened up, and re-

ed he could git the haug o' the thing, but
it was kinder hard work, he jedged, till a
person rot used to it,” und thereupon he
touk a long breath and wiped his fatigued
hand on the leg of his trousers.

My, Brown, bluff and hearty, advanced
to mect und  welcome us. e had his
trousers tucked into his boots, and was in
his shirt-sleeves, and wore his hat, Indeed,
lie, with several others, wore their hats
the entire evening, with the exception of
the time we were at supper.

“Ilow'd ye do, young man?" ho said,
shaking hands with me.  *‘(lad to see ye,
Miss Brown, she was afeard you’d giv' us
the slip. 'Take a heer,”

I took the “‘cheer.” As nobody offered

to take my hat, [ sat and held it. I was
tempted to wear il, and be in fashion.
Mr. Brown sat down and filled his pipe.
Just as he was proceeding to light it, a red-
haired, freckled girl of about sixteen swdled
up to him and gave hima nudge inthe
ribs.

*“Wall, what's wanted #” he demanded,
‘‘supper ready "

Sary, for she it was, I knew at once, by
the description I had been given of her,
whispered something in an undertone.

“Oh, you want the young feller to play,
do ye, an' don’t dare to ask him? That's
i is it ?” and-Mr, Brown winked at me,
in a very jovial way.
prised that Bary hadn't  asked me, ns no
one had introduced us.  We were wot in-
t:oduced at all, I may as well say right
here, To tell the truth, giving intreductions
was looked upon as a kind of weakness
peculiar to'**air-y" people, by the good
peoplé of 8——. In a six wecks' stay
there, I was not.introduced to any one.

Bary tricd €6’ ignord her father's playful
remark by looking unconscious of it. The
result was that she looked so  comieal that
I had hard work to keep from laughing,
for her cycs were 8o  ‘*‘crossed” that one
seemed to be looking southeast, while the
other looked directly up, and 1 suppose she
wad looking at me all the while, for her
face got red, and she fidgeted about ina
bashful mauner, and made no  answer to
her father. i

‘I sy, s'posen you do play us some-
thin,” sald Mr. Brown. .“We'd liketo
hear the thing squall right out.”

1 wont to the melodeon. A “solemn
hush” fell upon the party. The old ladies
drew down their faces, and ceaged knit-
ting; the young folks suspended giggling;
the only sound I could hear was the puff,
puff, of the smokers, and there were so
many of them that the room was blue
with smoke, - '1 looked my audience over,

‘The dreary hopelesancsn of her reply.

and concluded that “somuthlnq' with a
tune to it" would ‘‘ill the bill” best of

‘| My, Brown.

leased lus cramped fingers, that “he guess- |

I wasn't at all sur-|-

aoything, My repertoire was exceedingly
limited, so I began with a march  *‘extem-
porized” from the theme of **John Brown's
Body," ete. Before I had played a dozen
mensures through, about every foot inthe
room was beating time. Before I finished
it, I was forcibly reminded of the gallery-
boys stamping out thelr impaticnce for a
thea ro peiformance to begin,

*Wall, 1 swan,” declared Brown, ‘‘but
you can juet make the critter talk, now.
How's that for music, -Jones? 'Iley 7"

Mr. Jones said that **was music, an’ no
mistake,” and I was fairly overwhelmed
with compliments from all sides,

“Giv' us unother,” snid, Mr. Brown.
“‘An’ Bary, you jest watch how he makes
his han's go. Mebby 't'ill .give you some
idces.”

I played Yankee Doodle with varintions.
I carried the house by storm. 1 never ex-
pect to play to another audience us  appre-
ciative ns that one was. I was encored on
that piecce. I played it again, and the en-
thusmsm increased.

By the powers, but that just everlast-
in'ly beats all I ever heerd,” declared
‘1 sny, young man, play it
ng!lu.il

And 1 played it again, I may as well
say here that I was called on to “play it
ag’'in® three Limes during the evening,

Then I played Fisher's Hornpipe, Some
of the young men wanted to dance;  but,
as there wasn’t room, they had 1o be con-
tented with a shufiung accompaniment,
which they performed with their feet, I
followed the hornpipe up  with the
Wrecker’s Daughter Quickstep, aud the
Tempest, As D happened to know an
old song set to that tune, he struck up and
sung it. As I was playing it in pretty
lively time, and his song was religious in
sentiment, the effect can be imagined, 1
tried hard not to laugh, but I felt the tears
start, Mis sivging turned the music into a
new channel,

.*‘Le’s have some singin’,” proposed
Brown. *“Somethin' we all know. Play
us ‘Lay up closter, brother, closter.’ That's
the song that takes me right in my wenk
spot ev'ry time.  You start it, deacon.”

The song Mr. Brown meant, I inferred,
was the “Dying Californian,” as 1 heard it
sang several times in 8 I was right.
Deacon A)——cougned, cleared his throat,
and begnn.  BEverybody joined in. Some
of them couldn’t sing a tune to save Lhem,
but they sang all the same. Several of the
old ladies were affected to tears.

“Jerk out the wobbler,” whispered
Brownto me, between the last verses,
T'hat’ll make it golem’er.” I didn’t know
what tie “wobbler” meant, but he helped
me out of the dilemma by pulling out the
tremolo stop, o the last verse wns sung
to & ‘“‘wobbling” accompaniment, which, I
suppose, satisfled his longing tor an addi-
tional solemnity to the picce that “allus
took him in his weak apot.”

“Wa'n't that sweet!” said  Mrs. Brown
to Mrs. W——, ¢l wish Sary could play
that, her father likes it so.  My! but can’t
lie jest beat ev'rything? T don't sce how
he knows where to put his fingers, bhut it
seems real easy to him.”

‘“You sing Barb'ry Allen, Mis' Brown,”
suggested Mrs. W——  “I allus liked
that piece.”

So Mrs. Brown sung Barbara Allen, and
the guests came in strong on the chorus,
When that song was concluded, I was
called on for Yankee Doodle ngain,  After
which, I was requested by Deacon D
to play something of a religious character,
and they sung “Am Ia Boldier of the
Cross,” ““There is a Pountain filled with
Blood,” and other old favorite hymns.

After supper, I was immediately taken
back to the meclodeon, where I played,
“by particular request,” the Yankee Doo-
dle variations. Greater enthusiasm, much
applause, and much wishing on the part of
Mr. and Mrs. Brown, that Sary could play
like that.

Then more  singing.  Sentimental and
religious songs followed each other rapidly,
with a sprinkling of jigs and other hvely
“morceaus.” OFf all musical evenings,
that was the most socinble of any I have
ever seen,

One Morse Lawyers,

A casc of assault and battery, in which
farmers’ sons were plaintift and defendant
respectively, was on trial in Justice Alley,
Detroit, recently ana the plaintiffs lawyer
was very anxious to make out that the de-
fendant’s family must bhave seen the fight
which took place just outside the kitchen
door. The defendant's mother bemg on
the stand the lawyer began :

“Well, where were you when the first
blow was struck ?"

“‘Down cellar skimming milk and tying
cloths over my preserve jars,” she re-
plied.

“Where was your husband?”

“Ile was in the barn.mending the har-
ness and greasing the wagon.”

*““Where was your daughter Sarah?"

‘“Sarah was in the north bedroom chang-
ing the pillow cases on the spare bed.”

“And where was Janef"

“Janc? Bhe had run over to a neigh-
bor's to horrow some coffec and a nut-
meg,”

“Let's sco |
with you ¢

“Yes, sir.
up stairs,”

“Ahl  8Sho was! You have a younger
son named Charles, haven't you ¢"

“Yes, air, and he was salting the sheep
across the road.”

“‘Just 8o, Youare a very busy family,
Isee. I suppose cven the dog was very
busy just at this particular moment.”

“Yea, sir, he was,  Old Bose was down
at the gate qukinﬁ towards Detroit for
one-horse lawyers |’

———— e ——— e
Japanese Winter 8ports.

Iaven't you a sister living

Bhe was sewing carpet rags

The most of our young readers think of
Asiatic countries as warm, because India,
with which we are best acquainted, has ro
winter hke ours. But Japan has a genuine
winter, with snow and lce. And the
Japancse children indulge in the samo
kind of winter sports as are common in
thiscountry. A recen! visitor fron Eng-
land saw many a fine snow-image made by
the boy, with pieces of charcoal for cyes,
and a charcoal streak for the mounth. Ile
ulso looked on at many a boys’ battle with
snow-balls,” and conciuded that they had
better tempors than the boys in Ingland
and none of them scemed to get angry
though hit often and hurd, [Iheir shocs
don't get wet like ours, as they are made
of wood, three inches high, but when the
snow is deep their feet are wet and eald,
a8 there is no upper covering. 'I'he Eng-
lish visitor thought the Jap boys the
happiest and merriest chi'dren he had evor
meen,

==

Hunting Wolves In Texns,

One Bell, of IFort Grfiln, 18 credited
with killing more wolves than any other
one man on the pluingsouh of the Arkansas:
In one season ho poisened over 500, From
three to four good hunters ueed to club to-
gether aud hunt the season through. They
started out with n wagen well londed with
flour, bacon, sugar, ‘salt, and coffce. An
extra pony or twd came handy to ride
around, kecp the baits in order, and bring
tn the hides.  The trappers corried plenty
of ammun !{on, and when using breech-load-
ing rifles filled their own  shells.  As (he
Comanches were troublesome, the rifles
were kept londed and the  horses etrictly
guarded, At night they were hobbled in
the brush near the camp, 80 a8 they could
not go astray. If the “‘sign’ was good,
eamp was usually made in a seeluded spot
uear a ranning streain, tributary to one of
the large rivers, As the wolves followed
the buflulo, and the buifalo cropped the
juicy grass along the streams, the “sign"
was always goodin a wild and well-
watered section of the ccuntry. v the
“gign”—-the tiacks and halfieate. ~ dead
buffulo—the trippers estimated the num-
ber of wolves, und prepared their baits.
Buffalo, antelope, or deer were killed in an
open place, and strychnine placed in those
portions of the carcasses firsl tern Ly the
wolves.  But the trappers as a rule, did
not plant the poison before sunset, for the
wolves of the air, the innnmerable ravens
that shudow the plains and feed upon dead
animals, displaced the baits if the traps
wereset before they went to roost, The
ground near the carcasses was sometimes
sprinkled with dend ravens. Small flocks
staggered around the dead bulls under the
fnfluence of the poison, and gyrated
through the air like tumbler pigeons,

The colder the weather, the more wolves,
A ninping, frosty air scemed to sharpen
their appetites, and give them a keen scent.
While Graham was on the Brazos, five
winters ngo, eipht bison were killed on
theside of a hill, and their bodies skinned
and poisoned, During, the night the wind
veered 1o the north, and the weather be-
came intensely cold, A storm of sleet
made the eamp fire hiss, and the howls of
the wolves rang above the ravine i which
the hunters slept.  With the first streak of
daylight they visited thelr baits, fearful
that the ravens might tear the fur of the
dead wolves and damage the hides. With-
in three hours they found the hodies of fif-
ty-six large gray wolves frozon so hard
that they dragged them into the ravine and
thawed them out.  All agreed that if Lhe
night had been mild the animals would
have kept under cover.

A wolf begins 1o feel the effect of the
poison within ten minutes. lle stops
enting.  lis enars and eycbrows twitch,
and his limbs are eramped.  Frequently
he whirls around like a dancing dervish,
sweeping the ground with his tail  and
throwingup thedirt with oneof hisforepnws,
His comrades cock their heads to one side
nnd watch his spnsms with curious vyes,
but resume their feast when the vietim
etiffens or starts for the scrub. Rew of
the poisoned animals die at the side of the
poisencd bufinio.  Old hunters assert that
the strychnine produces a burning tlsirst,
and the wolf makes for the nearest water,
This keeps the band of trappers busy all
the morning, While two of them skins the
wolves neavest the baits, the other mounta
a mustang and scours the chapparel anc
banks of the river in a further scarch for
Lodies, The ruvens nssist him, filling the
air with  wild  eries, and fluttering
over the gasping animals o the'brush.,
Many of the wolves are not dead when dis-
covered.  They are senttered nbout in all
stages of paralysis, and are put out of their
misery by the hunter.  Oceasignally n dy-
ing wolf is found stretehed on the sunds of
the river lopping the water; but he does
not rush icto the stream, and s body it
never found floating upon its surface.
Iven in death he scems to have a horror of
welting his feet.

The only adepts at skinning arcthe pro-
fessional hunters.  The body is turned up.
on its back, and work begins at the fore-
(uarters. The trapper grips a leg between
his knees, opens up the hide to the hrisket,
and rips down to the tail.  The tail is the
most valuable part of the wolf. If in-
Jjured, it spoils the beauty of the robe, It
i8 therefore taken oft with the greatest care.
"The skinner then plants his foot firmly up-
on his neck, and by main strength pecls
the hide up to the head. Ilere more care
is required. The ears and nose are torn
away, wilh the skin, 80 that spread upon
the praivie it presented a perfect picture,
The hide is then folded flesh side in,
thrown ncross the back of a pony and
borne te camp. The fur is then turned to
the grass and the skina stretched by peps
driven into the ground. It dries according
to the weathier, No salt is used. If the
atmosphere is dry it is taken up in three
days, and turned over and  sunued until
ready for markel.

While the trapper is thus pieking up
the skins of the big gray woll he does not
neglect the coyote,  Thisis much smaller
than his gray brother, The latter is nearly
a8 large as a Newfoundland dog; the for-
mer about twice the size of a eat. The
coyole fancies a eamp fire, and sita on nl-
locka within sight of its blaze barking for
hours, - The gray wolf bays the moon like
adog. Graham says he has seen them sitling
on the lnghest rocks gazing at its bright
orh with their heads thrown back uttering
unearthly howls. This wolf scorns the
coyonte. When the large wolves drag down
an old buffalo bull the coyetes huddle in
the vicinity, licking their chops and bark-
ing, a8 though begging n share of the prey,
SBhould they venture too near the the big
fellows utter ominious growls and the co-
yotes slink away, tails between their legs
and heads turned over their shoulders. The
coyole quickly determines tho status of a
hunter. If he finds him killing wolves he
keeps at o respeetful disiance; but if he s
only hunting bear, antelope or buffalo, the
little fellow becomes quite social, While
a bear hunter was butchering game coyotes
patiently watched his operations, and a
gray wolf loped hungrily on an outer eir-
cle. The trapper threw a picce of tneat to
the small fellows, who ran off and were
waylaid by the big wolf. They dropped
the meat and returned, but seemed to learn
nothing by experience, for they fed the
robber as long a8 the hunter chucked them
the meat,

Many coyotea pick up their supplivs in
the prairle!dog-colonies. 1f onc I8 lurking
in the streets and sces a dog away from
his hole, he stenls upon him with tho ut-
most secrecy, striving to cut of his retreat,
An old dog, however, 18 rarcly caught
napping. Bome of the fraternity are suro
to espy the wolf, and a warning bark sonds

'
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the dog Into his hole with a tantalizing
shake of the tail. The coyotes despond-
ently peers into the hole, rakes away the
dirt with a paw, and sniffs at the lost
mcal. He gets his eya on another dog,
and crawls toward the hole like a cat upon
the mouse. The warning bark s again
heard, and a second meal disappears. In-
furiated by his disappointment, the wolf
frequently turns upon the little sentry, and
for a fow seconds makes the sand fly from
the entrance of his residenco. Worn out
by his futile efforts, he flattens himself up.-
on the sand behind the hole, and motion-
less us a statue, watches it for howrs. 1f
the dog pops out his head he is gone. The
wolf springs upon him, the jaws come to-
gether like the soap. of a trap, and the
helpless canine is turned into & succulent
supper. Ono Metley, a well-known buffa-

"lo hunter, was riding across a dog town

some years ago when he saw what he sup:
posed to be a dead coyote stretched out at
one of tho holea. He dismounted and lifted
it by the tail, intending to take the body
to camp and skin {t. The coyote made a
snap for his leg, wriggled from his grasp,
and sped over the prairic more surprised
than the trapper. He was in a sound sleep
when caught, But the coyotes’ greatest
harvest is in the spring of the year, when
they fatten themsclves attho expenso of in-
experienced young dogs caught wander-
ing from home.  Whole famllies enjoying
the cool evening breeze on the mounds
above the burrows are taken unawares,
and the tender young snapped up before
their parents can force them under the
ground,

The Indinns say that the wolf has no
home. He follows the buffulo, and is ever
skirmishing on the edge of the herd. In-
defatigable in the chase, he pursues his
prey for doys without sleep  lle catches
his nap in the sunlight, and does the bulk
of his work at night. Like the Indian,
whom he resembles in mwany characteris-
ties, he never declines an invitation to
dinner. A great glutton ho stuffs himself
until his paunch ie distended hke a blad-
der, and in this cond ition ir often run down
and Iassoed by the cow-boys on ordinary
ponies.  Some of the Southern tribes of
Indinns never slay o wolf. They have a
suporatition  that  when they die their
apirits ronm the praivies 1 the guise of
wolves, ““Who sluys a wolf may slay his
brother,” is an Indian proverb,

Dinmond Making,

A tube twenty inches long by four inches
dinmeter, of coiled Lowmoor iron, was
bored 8o u3 to ha ve an internal diameter ot
one-half an ineh. Thus the central bore
was surrounded by walls of iron one and
three-quarter inches thick, and, of course,
capable of resisting an enormous pressure,
In the tubes was placed a mixture of ninoty
per cent. of bone-oil and ten per cent. ot
purafiine-spirit, together with four grammes
(about sixty-two graing) of the metal lith-
ium, ‘The open end of the tube was weld-
ed nir-tigat and the whole was then heated
te reduess for fourteen hours and allowed
to cool slowly. On opening it a great vol-
ume of gas rushed from the tabe, and with-
in wus found a hard, smeoth mass adhering
to the sides of the tube, *“It was quite
black, aud was removed with a chisel, nnd
us it appeared to be composed principally
of iron und lithium it was laid aside for
analysis. I was pulverizing it in n mortar,
whon 1 felt that gome parts of the material
were extremely hard—not resisting a blow,
but hard otherwise, On looking closer I
#aw Lhat these were most transpurent pieces
imbedded in the hard matrix, and on tri-
turating them I obtained soma free from
the black matter. ‘They turned out to be
crystalline earbon, exactly like dinmond.”
Such is Mr. Hanuny's account of his cis-
covery. Bubsequent chemical and optical
analysis has proved that these hard, shin-
g crystals are in every respeet true din-
monds,  The cost is obviously great: so,
also, is the danger to lifo and property ; and
the great difficullies to be overcome render
disappointments common, Whut weo now
want i8 to get vessels of a materinl sufli-
ciently strong and non-porous to resist Lthe
high pressures and temperatures upon
which the success of the oxperiment de-
pends,

Indigo 'actory,

IIave you ever thought what mdigo is,
and where it comes from? Near the city
of Allnhabad, in India, our missionarics
mny sce the little indigo plant growing, and
the tactory where our indigo ia prepared
for use. The following account of the pre-
paration of the Indigo from the plant was
given by the proprietor to onec who traveled
in that country: It is the young shoots of
the humble plant you see before you wiich
provide us with the preclous materials for
dyeing, and not the flowers, as is common .
ly supposed. 'The gatheting of thesoshoots
Is'n very delicate opceration, When they
have arnved at a proper degreo of matur-
iy, they must be speedily removed, and
cach culting must be exccuted with rapid
ity and duoring the night, for the sun would
wither the branches, and deprive them of
their propertics, We therefore require a
great many hands; all the villagers on my
estate are placee in requlsition. I'he work-
men are dispersed in the fields at midnight;
and in the morning the produce of the
haryest is deposited in these stone troughs,
wihich have been previously filled with
water, Then is the time for the sun to
perform its part.  Under the influence of
its rays the substances undergo a species
of fermentation; the water becomes color-
ed with variegated tinges, and rapidly turns
blue. After a space of about forty.cight
hours, the hquid 18drawn off from the
amallest troughs. 1t now emits a slightly
ammoniacal smell, and the color is almost
bluck. It is allowed to evaporate again,
and is then placed in metal vats, heated by
steam, in whichy when the ovaporation has:
ceased, a deposit of puro indigo {8 formed,
It only remains to dry this deposit, pack it,
and send it to the market at Caleuttd,

—_————.——— .

In a recent lecture on the possibility
of foretelling earthquakes, Professor
Palmier expressed he bellef that by
means of selsmographle stutions, tele-
grapheally connected, for registering
and reporting prolimuary earth ¢rem-
blings, it would be possible to foretell
earthquakes juat as tempests are now
foretold, and to issue warnings to
threatened districts about three days
In advance, Ille dld not expect to live
to sce such asystem in operation, hut he
hoped and In & mersure expected that
posterity jwould be beniiited by its
universal and permanent establish-
ment.

Tug well-whipped bay suffers from

hide-raw-phobla,
,

lemon-ald yoii,

— ]
The Modern Canoe.

‘A canoe,” according to a recent official
and technical definition, “is a boat sharp
at both ends, not more than 86 inches beam,
and. which can be etfectively propelled by
a double-bladed paddle; hut a canoe may
be propelled either, by a double or single-
bladed paddle, or by one or more sails. No
other means of propulsion shall be used,”
This is the single modern cruising canoe.
She is & unique eraft, a bont unhke and
yet having the distinctive qualties of all
the others, The best of her qualities is
that she is manageable. In calms she is
casily propelled bj the single or double-
bladed puddle, and in u favoring breeze she
filis away under one or more gails, and logs
from three to eight miles an hour., Properly
constructed, she weighs no more than 75
pounds, and may therefore be carried on
the canocist's f’:uﬂ.(l and shoulders from
stream to stream, and around dams and
rapids. The paddle, although it affords
somewhat less gpeed for short distances, ls
much more serviceablo than oars, as it
admits of quicker ' action, enables the
canoelst to fuce in the direction of his
progress, and to keep an easy lookout for
dangers. The canoe is sufficiently capa-
cious to carry a month's supply of luggage
and provisions without trespassing upon
the space amidships, that may, if need be,
be converted into sleeping quarters. She
i8 0 eraft in which a man of nautical tastes
may comfortably cruiso in inland waters at
a per diem expense of less than one dollar.,
This light, staunch and roomy little ciaft is
a8 unlike the Indian birch--the typical
canoe of the United States— as she can
well be,  Canocs are always cruising craft,
although they may be built, as ships are
with reference to the work liwy are to per-
form. The canve that is to run down a
river that is frequently broken by rapids
and dams must be light, that sho may be
casily portaged. If the cnmping outfit is
dispensed with, the beam may be greatly
diminished, and greater specd attalned,
Technically there are but two classes of
canoes, the sailing and the paddling, the
former being the canoe for gencral cruising.
Lightness in a canoe that is always to cruise
upon deep water may be sucrificed to sail-
ing qualities, but it is indispensable to the
canoe that 18 to be uaed for general eruis-
ing.,  Americans as well as English build-
ers. however, too often sacriflce lightness
to strength—n grievous fault, the canoeist
finds, after he has tugged the heavy craft
over a few portages.” The eanocs built by
LRushton (Canton, N. Y.) are models in
this respect, their average weight being
about b5 pounds, and that without sacrifice
of the esscntial element—strength. The
carvel-built or smooth-side eanoe is lighter
as well ag speedier than the clinker-built,
but both British and American builders,
withtlie conservative pig-headedness of their
cruft, give preference to the latter, ‘The
Rice lake canoes built by Herald of Gore's
Landing, Ont,, and by English of Petor-
boro, Ont., are of the former clnss, and are
not only light and immensely strong, but,
under certnin conditions, very speedy.

The Racine bont company of Racine,
Wis,, has produced a ennoo that is n rovela.
tion in the art of boat-building, The sides
are composed of three sheets of bireh,
cherry or cedar, cemented together, the
graan of the inner sheet crossing the outer.
This veneer, while the wood is green, s
pressed into the desired form. Tho sides
are one-cighth of an inch thick, perfeotly
amooth, without a seam except at the ends,
which arc neatly sheathed with brass,
There are no brad, screws, or rivet holes
that are not covered by the keel or wale
along the cdge of the deck. This canoe,
with the paddle, apron and rigging, weigha
856 pounds, The streaks of the clinker-
built canoe rarely cheek, the wood being
generally well seasoned ; but unless the
ribs are very close to each other—not more
than three inches apart—and snugly fitted,
they will warp mnte most tantalizing shapes,
Canoeing cmbraces not only the hour's
sailing and paddling aftor business, and the
long and short cruises, but also amatour
machanics. The canocist, very early in
his carcer, learns that he must rely upon
himself in evcrythmr relating to his boat,
Ho must be captain, rigger, carpenter,
cook and cabin-boy. A rudder eye snaps
off—ans they will if he I8 verdant enough
to allow his builder to use them—and he
must drill ont and put in another, or submit
to a tedious delay. The cance dashes
agningt a snag or sunken rock in a rapid,
and gets ashore, miles from any builder’s
shop, with an ugly hole at the bow. The
conoeist must have the strip of cedar, the
marine glue, and the nails at hand, and
repair the damage, or tow his water-logeed
craft to the builder, There are scores of
odd jobs that he must attend to, to the
plensures of which the unhappy mortal
who navigates only a shell is a stranger,
The canociat beging with a jack-knife, and
works up to Jack plane, square and com-
passes, and ultimately lo the carpenter's
whole kit. e drafts a model, and turns
out & fair canoe, to sny nothing of supply-
ing from his own shop many of his camp
fittings. "T'he speediest sailing canoe in
England, and paddling canoe in the United
States, 1s of amateur build, Awmateur
builders have constructed very creditable
wooden canoes, but as yet fow have
attempted anything but the canvas craft—
a pretty and most serviceable boat, the
frame of which consista of stem and stern
posts, keol, keelson, lateral strips, ribs,
bulk-heads and deck timbers. The coracle,
one of the earliest craft of Great Britain,
the HKsquimeau kayak, and the Indian
birch embody the idea—a frame covered
with a tough skin, A very ordinary degroe
of mechanical skill suffices for the produc-
tion of a fair canvascanoo, The practiced
hand, however, may work out the subtle-
tics of the boat bullder's art In canvas sud
spriice strips as deftly as In white and
Bpamsh cedar,

Yor the Unmar rled Men,

There can’t too much guardin’ against
lholwllcs of the flirt; she’s a naughty-oul-
turlst.

The way for a desolate old bachelor to
sm;urg better quarters Is to take a ‘‘hettor
half,

When the young man begins to be called
a blade, there is always more or less steal
about him,

Lifo is but a span; marriage is a double
team; vouth wedded to old age I3 ‘a tan-
dom; an old hachelor is & sulky,

- *In somo respecta tho gentler gox far sur-
pass us, No man, for instance, can deliver
a lecture with a dozen ping in his mouth,

Clean your last year's straw hat with a
lemon, and you may squeczo through the
summer with: it, = Take this hint and loy




